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The SCENE lies in India and near Malabor. 
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A View in the Fortreſs of Raman DrooG.—Or 
the Right are the Priſons of the Britiſh Cap- 
tives.—On the Left are the Walls of the Pale 


Gardens, 
CHORUS. 


OW loudly raiſe victorious ſtrains ; 
Indians. Fallen, the vanquiſh'd foe remains, 
Never to break his galling chains. 


1112 
Though from: th hope, each comfort 


torn, 
Brit Ss Britons, the Sons of Freudian born, 


Ever your taunts your threats ſhall ſcorn. 
— — — | 
SONG. SI IDNEY, 


- PREY . — 1 @& ay + 


1 . x 
Oft wealth or ambition will tempt us to dre + 
All the toils, all the perils, that mortals can hear; 
But the ſig h of remembrancezmwherever we roam, 
Will Rang walt back to our dear natiye home. 
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Tho? rude be the elime, and tho! humble the cot, 
The early idea is never forgot. 


And the ſigh, &c. 


SONG. Govinpa. 


: 
How loſt the mind, which cold and dark 


From gratitude's celeſtial fire 
In vain receives the hallow'd ſpark, 
Falling, alas! but to expire 
Oft be my fervent vows renew'd 
At the ſhrine of gratitude. 


II. 


Honour abhors the darkſome cell, 
Unbleſs'd by gratitude's bright flame; 
There pale diftruſt and treachery dwell ; 
There fraud afferts her wily claim. 
Oft be my fervent vows renew'd 
At the ſhrine of gratitude, » 


QUARTETTO, 
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ALMINAH, ORSANA, GovinDa, AND 'SIDNEY, 
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$74 Grateful, thus humbly bending, 
ä ; My thanks deign to recelve. 

1 Me in return defendin 
Alminab. My freedom you 5 
ob Then at the ſilent midnight hour, 
| When the tiger yore tor prey, 
Fearleſs of all but 
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: avery's power, 
Govinda, The moon ſhall light us on our =_F 
All. Then at the ſilent, &c. 


| por. 


Marg. 


ell. 
Marg, 


(Hell. 
Marg. 


Chell. 


Chell. 


Marg. 


Chell. 
Marg. 
Cbell, 
Marg. 
Hell. 


Marg. 


' Chell. 
Marg. 


T1 tell aloud your viſlainy. 


(98 7} 
DUET. 


CHELLINGOE AND MARGARET. 


| 


What, do you think I'll be robb'd of my 
money ? 


Your liberty--- 
Without my caſh, I value not 


a ruſh. 
Truſt to my hokigur. 
In vain you give 
your honey ; 


Hu ſh!—Hufh '—Huſh! 


II. 


Zounds! I'll give no more, and ſo your 
courſe purſue. 
Shake hands.—A quarrel now your hopes, 
as well as mine, wou'd cruth. 
To priſon you wou'd go again. 
And what becomes of you? 
(aſide.) The devil take you. 
What do you ſay? 
Hufh!—Huſh Huf! 
(Aſide.) The devil take you. 
What d'ye ſay? 
Huſh!—Huſh!—Haſh! 


1 


A diftant View of the Hill Fort of Raman Droos. 
The Proſpect is bounded by the Mountains which 
ſeparate ibe Rajab's Dominions from the Province 
of Malabar. | 


SONG. ELiza. 


| 


With trembling ſteps, and ſinking heart, 
I urge my weary way ; 

At every whiſpering breeze I ſtart, 
All terror and diſmay. 

Still hope, with magic mirror, tries 
My finking heart to cheer; 

And points, where ſmiling proſpects riſe 
Of many a circling year. 


A View im the Fortreſs, the ſame as the Firſt Scene. 


FINALE. 
DUET. StpNEYW AND ELIZzA. 


Joy unexpected, — fortune conſenting, 
Gives us the bliſs to meet again. 
Ah! fickle deity ! ſtill more relenting, 
When wilt thou break the captive's 
chain? 
Chelt, © Come, Doctor, what can make you ſtay ! 
Make haſte my friend, we mult away? 


N 2 
Tifey. Ah! why the devil did I hither roam, 
Where plagues and dangers are ſo 


| may EFF 
Oh! Barney Liffey! had you ſtaid at 
home | 


. Content in little dear Kilkenny! 
Chell. The ſtate phyſicians all are met; 
Come, Doctor, ſurely you forget: 
Liffey. CYour honour I'll not detain; 
Chell. We muſt not them detain. 
Chell. For riches, for glory, for power you may 
| hope ; 
Liffey. And ſhou'd I not perform a cure, my 
| 1 vj is a rope. ZIP 
; -F1xt by valour's potent . 
ee 3 {till its power ſhail own ; 
e Boldly venture, all will be well, 
| L Succeſs is marr'd by fear alone. 
Liffey. My courage is loſt in this curſt fluſteration; 
Wherever I turn me 'tis all botheration. 
Chell. . If fair words won't do, 
Then other means I muſt purſue. 
Liffey. Stay but a minute. Ah! what ſhall I do? 
- omg ö Fixt by valour, &c. | 
. I'm ruin'd, I know it too 


Lifeey. well. 
CHORUS of female Aitendants on 1he Princeſ* 
„ ALMIN AH. 


Hither, from thy roſy bower, 
Where zephyrs cull the ſweets of 


. privg, 
Jocund health, thy matchleſs power 
In comfort to a monarch bring. 
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Rifle the poppy's ſcarlet pride 
For ſpoils to deck thy balmy wing, 
Or ſteal a breath from ocean's tide, 
And comfort to a monarch bring. 


-4 


> 3 2 : 
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Sidiey. Ah! ſee the Princeſs, bane to my fight, 
Is then Alminah the partner of myflight? 
£iiza, What means my love? this myſtery ex- 
plain. : 
Sidney. . —  Alas/—the pain, 


That wounds my heart, 
Eliza, 5 dare not yet explain. 
Sidney. (In pity, oh, explain. 
Ind. Off. This inſtant you muſt part, 
No longer here remain, 
Till morn you now mult part. — 
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TRIO. SipbNRT, EE IZ A, and Indian Officer. 
Each throbbing heart a thouſand doubts affright 


ing, 
Nameleſs fears, all of fancy born, 
The eventful hour, deſpair inviting, 
We trembling wait the approach of morn. 
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ACT II. 
— — 


The Battlements on the ſummit of the Rock, 


SONG ZET. 
1 . N 


Happy were the days from infancy advancing, 
When by a parent's foſt'ring power 
My youthful mind it's energies enhancing, 
Wak'd to new bliſs, expanding every hour 
To the Eaſt, when the ſun, light and life was 
bringing, . 
Or when the weſtern world his riſing glories 
ſaw, 1 
To the Jute's dulcet ſound ſtill ws Zelma ſinging 
The ſong of joy—“ Dilkuſha. 


II. 
Thus the opening roſe-bud the nightingale was 
wooing, | 
The cruel ſtorm aroſe—the bolt his boſom 
tore. 


Ah, hapleſs flower! the ſame fate are we rueing, 
Thy guardian's loſt ! my father is no more 
Io the Eaſt tho' the ſun, light and life be bringing, 

Alas, the day! that e'er his light I ſaw ; 

To the lute's dulcet found when ſhall Zelma 
ſinging, 5 

Again the ſong of joy—ſing © Dilkuſha.” 


n 


An Entrance to the Priſon of the Britiſh Captives. 
SONG. S1Dxer. 


With two-fold fate is wing'd the dart, 
That ſhall my vital courſe arreſt. 

The pang that breaks my conſtant heart, 
Muſt rend my dear Eliza's breaſt. 


No ray of hope can there be found ! 
Alas! deſtruction gathers round ! 

And the ſole light that breaks the gloom, 
Flaſhes the ſignal of my doom. 


—— = — 
SONG. CHELLiNGoOF. 


Why, let the ſons of war go brag 

Of the cannons” dreadful thunders 
"The clinking of my money-bag 
Does more victorious wonders, 


When a new Vizier looks ſulky, 
And frowns, a hint for fees, 

From my money-bags ſo bulky, 
March armies of rupees, 


Such conquerors, who can withſtand ? 
Such friends, all glad to catch 'em ; 

Ever ſtorm court-favour, cath in hand, 
By my ſoul, no troops can match 
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An Apartment in the Rajah's Palace. The Women of 
the Zenana dancing aud ſinging. 


AIR any CHORUS or WOMEN. 


Let the ſong and the dance 
Tell Love's gentle ſtory ! 
Let pleaſure preyail ! 
To our fam'd Maha Rajah all hail ! 
See; n battle advance, 
Refulgent in glory, 
g The lion of 8 


Bright Victory's ſtar. 
Let the ſong, &c. 


From Glory's career 
Turn, conqueror, here 
New victories prove; 
The triumphs of love. 


Let the ſong, &c. 


. . ̃ ̃ Iz 
SONG. Lrerey. 


| I 
When I was a mighty ſmart boy; 
Young Margery came to our town, Sir; 
Oh, how I was bother'd with joy, 
Like a kitten I friſk*d up and down, Sir. 
Calling her my ſweet Pearl, and following after 
behind her; 


For her black eyes, no girl could match my ſweet 
Margery Grinder. ; 


II. 


* 


My mother in vain bade me work, 
| Nor work, eat, or ſleep, could poor Barney; 
So ſhe went to old Father O'Rourke, 
Told her ſtory, and, after {ſome blarney, 
Give me advice, ſays ſhe, no friend than you can 
be kinder, | 
Father O'Rourke a ſheep's eye had himſelf cat} 
on Margery Grinder. 


111, 


What devil has got in the place? 
The folks are all mad, cries my mother : 
There's Captain Dermot M*Shean, 
And that deat lawyer Patrick, his brother ; 
Thedy the purblin'd beau; and old O'Donavan 
blinder ; | 
They're dancing, or hobling—all after pert little 
Margery Grinder. 


IY. 


This Father O'Rourke gravely heard, 
For grave was the Father tho” friſky, 
Mrs. Liffey, ſays he, take my word, 
But he firſt took a noggin of whiſkey, 
Barney will have the girl, catch her where'er he 
can find her; | 
30 by his advice I was married, next day, to ſweet 
Margery Grinder. 
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E 36 ) 
- The Battlements on the Rock. 


SONG. AcRa. 


Oh! that the ſtrains of heart-felt joy 
I could with graceful art employ ; 
But all my wild effuſions ſtart, 
Untutor'd from a fimple heart. 
Could I but wake the trembling ſtring, 
- Whence ſympathies of magic ſpring ; 
But all, &c, „ 
Vet Zelma kind, will not deſpiſe 
Strains, which from pureſt love ariſe; 
Although the wild effuſions ſtart, 
Untutor'd from a ſimple heart. 


| —ſ — — 
SCENE — The Entrance of the Palace. 
The Rajah on an Elephant, returning from hunting 
the Tiger ; preceded by his Harcarrahs, or Military 
Meſengers, and his State Palanquin. The Vizier 
on another Elephant—{the Princeſs in a Ganrie, 
drawn by Buffaloes. The Rajah is attended by 
his Fakeer, or & oothſayer—his Officers of State, 
aud by an Ambaſſador from Tippoo Sultaun, iu a 
 Palanquin; alſo by Nairs, or Soldiers, from the 
South of India—Poligars, or Inhabitants of the 
Hilly Diftrits, with their Hunting Dogs—other 
Indians, carrying a dead Tiger, and young Tigers 
in a Cage, a Number of Sepoys — Muſiciaus on 
Camels, and on Foot—Dancing Girls, &c.— The 
Scene concludes with the Zenana Chorus at Page 12. 


ACT HI. 


— 


An Apartment in the Palace. 


SONG. ALMINAHn. 


Sorrow befriending, 
Tears their aid lending, 
With anger contending, 
Still love rules my breaſt, 
Rage my ſoul firing, 
Vengeance retiring, 
Soon will expiring 

Love's triumph atteſt. 
Trembling before him, 
Doom'd to adore him. 


Sorrow befriending, &c. 


a 


- _ 


a 4 
— * 7 — _ >. A 8 * 7 2 1 
- —_ * * > x - * 1 
=" 3 73 1 
— be — — % - Ren, 2 - , 
? FI » 3 9 1 _ . * 8 * —— - * - 
© 1 . 2 3 1 Ca 
= 60 5 - FL * 2 
= 4 - » 2 E I TA 2 — 
. if A G4 © - — — . 


= + 12 
S - 


— —— 


EF INTE RF 
De ee 
<2 _ — p 
4 — 


—_—w_z 
3 _ — r 7 
: T7 2 S * 
” 1 a > 
a . . 
e 


1 
'* "= 
G * . 
| . 
f o 
F. 
" 
j = 
+9 & © 
ut 
1 
14 1 
if « 


ED „ Ws us —. — 


Eliz. 


66269 


The Interior of the Priſon. 


SESTETTO aud CHORUS. 


Eliza, Trembling before you, ah! let compaſſion 
Beam on the wretched, loſt and forlorn 
Sidney. Say, can a captive raiſe indignation, 
Sport of misfortune, to miſery born? 
Alminah. Treachery merits juſt indignation; 
The traitors I punifh, the treaſon I 
ſcorn. 
Siduey: f Trembling before you, &c. 
errors ſurrounding, 
% Doubts confounding, 
' . ] Caſt around a fearful gloom, 
And hide in awful miſts our doom. 
Gov. (% Alm.) Proud Zemaun is captive— in 
vain his reſiſtance ; 
The traitor is ſeiz d your command 
is his fate. 
Alm. Rewards ſhall be yours, for this welcome 
_ aſſiſtance, 
hben vengeance is mine and ſhall Ze- 
maun await. 
Holkar. .This ring on Zemaun found, 
Some myſtery declares; 
Sidney. Your power he dares 
In deſpite of theſe chains, 
Unconquer'd {till his ſoul remains. 
Alm. My vengeance obey. 
Cuards. Your vengeance we obey. 


3 


( 
or blood, hark! the fiends of revenge 


Sid. S loudly cal; 2 
Eliza.] To hope, then, Adieu! for the victims 
muſt fall. | 

For blood, then, while juſtice and loyalty 
Alm. & call, 
the reſt. ] To mercy Adieu! for the victims muſt 

„ 

Almina. My vengcance obey. 
(ruards. Your vengeance we obey. 


Lelma. (Lebind) Ruin, alas! is nigh! 
Whither ſhall the wretched Zelma fly! 
Zelma enters. It love has ever touch'd thy breaſt, 
Pity a lover moſt diſtreſs'd. 
Sidney. Nay then, relentleſs woman, here 
A princels claims her ſafety. Fear, 
Nor raiſe a facrilegious hand ; | 
Thy ſovereign ſee before thee ſtand. 


CHORUS. 
Terrors in vain ſurrounding ; 
Doubt no more confounding : 


All your tortures ſtrait prepare, 
Alas! our portion is deſpair. 


SONG. Enn z tncs. 
. 


An old maid had a roguiſh eye, 
She was call'd the great Ramchoondra; 
She was rich—and poor was J. 
Fall lall de rall, &c. 
When we married, ſhe had fears 
She ſoon ſhould die—and ſhed ſome tears; 
But the tough old laſs liv'd thirty years, 
Did my wife old Ramchoondra. 
Fall de rall, &c. | 
D 


i 


8 14 Ww 3 | 

= es ee ee. ö 

Whene'er a pretty girl was nigh, 

Then this plaguy old Ramchoondra 

Watch'd me with a jealous eye. 
Fall lall de rall, &c. 

She had but one eye it is true; 

But that was large enough for two; 

And it glanced upon me all aſkew, 

Did the eye of old Ramchoondra. 
Fall lall de rall, &c. 


III. 


At laſt my old Ramchoondra died; 
Then I call'd her dear Ramchoondra: 
With decent grief I ſobbed and ſighed: 
Fall lall de rall, &c. 
For ſeveral hours I ſobb'd, till chance 
Popt in my head a favorite dance 
The jig awaked me from my trance: 
So adieu to old Raumchoondra. 


Fall de ra!l, &c. 


„— — —— 
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The VIZ IER's Apartment. 


DUET. Livery and MarGarer. 
I. 


Marg. High on the rock methinks our troops we 


form; 
Still high above the enemy appears. 


IL. Now preſſing on the fort prepar'd to ſtorm, 


Ever in front the gallant grenadiers. 
Marg. Tho' bullets rattle round, 
No ſhot from our merry men is heard; 


With bayonets fixt advancing, 
Their volley waits the word : 


Steady our charge—it follows quick our 


fire 8 


Now we purſue their broken ranks retire. 


II. 


Lif. Conqueſt is ours, the ſons of Freedom cry, 

Marg. Triumph ſhall mark the tabor's ſprightly 
| ſound ;. ET x 

Lif. See, on their walls the Britiſh colours fly, 


Marg. While with the dance we beat the con- 


quer*'d ground. 
Lif. Then drink a toaſt and ſing, . 
By my ſoul, we'll all ſo merry merry be, 
Marg. Here's our Country and our King, ' 
With three times three. 
Lif. All the delights from Victory that ſpring, + 
Friendſhip and Love, and Wine and Mirth 
ſhall bring. 


ZELMA's Priſon. 


SONG. Zern. 


Hark ! the fatal voice of war, 
From the cannon clamours round, 
Trembling echoes from afar, 
Faintly waft the dreadful ſound. 
Mark, how our firm and faithful band, 
With patient valour ſilence keep, 
My Zemaun's whiſper gives command, 
As they climb the awtul ſteep. 


* 
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The outfide of the Fort. 
AIR axp CHORUS. 
| Zziu a. | hb 


To heav'n my fervent pray rs ſhall riſe, 
That conqueſt prove your valour's prize. 


CHORUS of Soldiers, 


1 5 4 f 
Our valour an artifice aiding, 
Like the tiger his hunters evading, , 
We wait for the moment to ruſn on our prey 
Mark the ſignal, we obey. 3 
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„ ANTI 
FINALE. 


Joy ſhall ſwell the choral ſtrain, 
Loyalty and truth to prove; 
Gratitude in freedom's Fane, 
Shall hail the Monarch of a peoples. 
Sacred to Freedom's glorious cauſe, 
Bricain.the ſword of juſtice draws ! 
A leſſon to the admiring world, 
Oppreſſion from his 2 is hurl'd. 


Sid. Beneath the ſhade of blooming laurels, 
The gallant victors ſhall recline; 


L. And to keep laurels ever blooming, | 
They ſhou'd be water'd well with wine 


Chorus. Joy ſhall ſwell the choral,” &c. 
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THE ND. 


